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It was — for me — a very close neighborhood 
growing up. We would go to the neighborhood 
watering hole because my cousin lived next 
door; it was just down the street and I was al-
ways at my cousin’s. The lady that owned it, 
Betty, she would always say, “You kids gonna 
come over and sit with me and have a Coke and 
a Reese’s Cup?” So we would be like, “Mom, 
we’re going next door.” We would sit on our lit-
tle bar stool and eat our Reese’s Cup and have 
our small Coke from a bottle. We never realized 
it was a bar until later.
As a kid, every year we had Old North 
Dayton Day, and we had a parade down the 
street, right here. It started over Keowee 
Street, over the bridge, and we had it down Leo 
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nose up at everybody. I hated it at first. I was 
like, “these are a bunch of assholes.” 
That’s why I didn’t want to move to Center-
ville. Like my neighborhood, yeah, it might be 
ghetto. You might see someone pull a gun on 
somebody— I saw that once— but at least 
they do not act, like, all snooty if they see 
you. But then, once again like the CJ (Cham-
inade Julienne) thing where my defenses are 
already up, once I got to know it and every-
thing, I loved it. I loved where I lived, I loved 
the neighbors.
I am telling you, in our neighborhood, peo-
ple around my age, are really proud of Old 
North Dayton. I see, like, lots of tattoos. Like, 
my best friends want the three of us to go get 
OND tattooed on us—that’s what we call it: 
OND. And, I’m like, yeah, I can’t do that. I just 
cannot see myself getting a tattoo.
I am proud of where we grew up — but I 
don’t want it tattooed.
out with them at the Easter egg hunts and the 
Christmas parties and stuff. I remember playing 
pinball sometimes when we went to the bar part. 
When I turned 21, I became an official member. 
It has been pretty cool because, for me, the Pol-
ish Club is like a good meeting place for a lot of 
the people who moved out of the neighborhood. 
A lot of my family, especially my extended fam-
ily, doesn’t live in Old North Dayton anymore 
but still come to the Polish Club. 
The Polish Club is a good social place, 
like I said, to go see everybody. My cous-
in Paula at one point wanted me to move 
down to New York with her because she is 
an immigration lawyer there. Before I went 
back to nursing school, she was like, “Oh, 
we need secretaries and I can get you a job 
right now. Blah blah blah. Come up here 
and you can stay with me until you find a 
place.” And, I once again considered it. Ev-
eryone is like, “You just need to move.” 
I have always been like, “Nope, I just want to 
stay in Dayton.” 
For a few years, I moved to Centerville, 
Ohio. Centerville feels like living on another 
planet for a while. I was living in a condo, and 
the condo association were like snooty. They 
had their little meetings, and they stuck their 
actually from my neighborhood and more 
friendships grew from there, and I don’t know, I 
ended up enjoying it a lot more.
My best friends and I would go to the 
church. The church that is there, the Catholic 
church, is Saint Adalbert’s and it’s the Pol-
ish-speaking church, or, well, the Polish church. 
They had a festival every year, and we went 
there. They would have a polka band, and we 
would do the polka. And, one year, I remember, 
like, it rained and nobody was out there danc-
ing except me and my best friends, Chrissy and 
Maureen, and they were out there dancing with 
me. There were some boys from the neighbor-
hood that we got to get up and dance. We just 
spent the whole night dancing in the rain; it 
was so much fun! I remember that was one of 
our best experiences.
Now, none of that happens anymore. A lot of 
the Old North Dayton families are moving out, 
now, and I guess it is overrun by a lot of parents 
who aren’t raising their kids. I mean, you’ll have 
teenagers who are out causing havoc, and, you’d 
ask, “Where are their parents?” It’s just sad what 
it has become, but I have so many good memo-
ries of all the fun in this neighborhood. 
My best friends’ parents were both mem-
bers of the Polish Club, too. So, I got to hang 
to the park. At the park we had rides —well the 
rides came later—but we had booths set up with 
music, and it was just fun. When we went trick 
or treating, for instance, we knew just about 
everybody’s house we went to. I mean, yeah, not 
everybody, but it was more so when my dad and 
mom were growing up, all the family names. It 
was like, “Oh, the Schwindermins live here. Oh, 
there’s the Kielbaso’s.” You know, you knew just 
about everybody, and our parents loved taking 
us trick or treating because they would stop by 
and see their friends.
I went to Chaminade Julienne (CJ) for high 
school. I felt like being from a neighborhood like 
this, where most of the kids go to Dayton Pub-
lic Schools, going to a school where, you know, 
kids grew up with more money and stuff. I didn’t 
feel like I fit in. I was pretty miserable fresh-
man and sophomore year—and looking back 
on it, I think I was being more judgmental than 
they were. I do not remember anyone being 
specifically mean to me. 
I had a chip on my shoulder, like I am from 
Dayton, I do not need to be around all these 
rich boys and girls—they have nothing in 
common with me. Then, my junior year I was 
like, you gotta be here, so just enjoy it. Then, I 
started hanging out with two girls who were 
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